LJETA

did try to pray when I was on the donkey, but the
noise of the sea and that white, terrible moonlight
seemed to hold me down. Besides, you've never seen
the lame man.

But I slept. I slept for long, dead hours, and didn't
think of father and mother or the Brothers at all. I
felt safe from the ugly soldiers, anyhow. That wasn't
the kind of safety I had been looking for, but I could
sleep on it for the moment. Now you must sleep too.
How nice it must be to go to bed with your husband.

How bright the morning is! Why are you sad?
Because of me? Oh no, don't be, I like being with
you, and I am so light, surely so light to haunt you!
What are you going to do? Oh, I shall love to look at
Rome again! And to-night you are to go away in a
train, you say, back to your own house and your own
babies. Oh no, I won't come with you. What a lot
of churches there are in Rome now! If we had known
how many there were going to be, perhaps people
wouldn't have been so faithful-not to death. It
wouldn't have seemed so important. We didn't
know. And there might have been so much less pain!

Well, I woke up in the afternoon at the inn, and
prayed, and tried to talk to the inn people, but they
wouldn't say anything. The donkey man was gone.
I only had a very little money with me, just what I
had made by selling my flowers the day before; but I
thought perhaps it would be provided. Once I tried
to thank God for deliverance, but when I got on to
my knees it didn't seem like that. It was an ugly
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